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AnEpilogue to Dr. Delaguliers's 
_ Courſe of Experimental Phi- 
loſophy, made and ſpoke by. 
his Operator Benjamin. 


SJHROUGH this whole Courſe, attending 
4% on the Board, 

= 2 Ladies, you have not heard me ſay one 
— Word; 

And yet (what you may doubt, unleſs I ſhew it) 

I am a Fortune-Teller, and a Poet. 


My Maſter, after all his Tricks and Talk, 
Has ſhew'd but what you ſee upon the Walk : 
There, like the Sun, the Fair diſplays her Charms, 
And, like the Sun, ſhe both attraRs and warms. 
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If to the Moon we ſhon'd direct our View, 
And ſee the fickle Jade her Horus renew; 
No ſuch Example in a Tunbridge Dame, 
Faithful and conſtant as the Tunbridge Stream. | 


But as to diff rent Qualities of Air, 
There's great Variety among the Fair : 
Some have an Air too heavy, ſome too light, 
Some ſink, ſome riſe, and ſome fly out of ſight. 


Some have a Spring too ſtrong, and frisk and jump, 
Like Air impriſon'd in my Maſter's Pump. 


Ladies, you daily find amongſt our Sex 
A Tantalus, to diſappoint and vex : ” 
Attraction, Friction, Action, Re-action, Suction, 
(Tho' harſh the Sounds) give Pleaſure and Inſtruction. 


Our Iv'ry Balls, one may affirm moſt truly, | 
Are cheaper troul'd than thoſe of Rouley-Pouley. 


Waters demand their Courſe of Hydroſtaticks, 
May Ladies ſtill be Friends to Mathematicks. 


Ladies, next Seaſon I will haſten down, 
'To tell your Fortunes, and to mend my own. 


To favour this Deſign, if you are willing, 
Pray ſhew it, by advancing me=——a Shilling. 


I 


TUuNBRIGIALIA, 1730. 3 


On Miſs EVANS. 


HIL E other Nymphs their ſilken Snares deviſe, 
Like Spiders, to trapan the wand'ring Flies; 

Evans, with lovely Ignorance of Art, 
Attracts the Sight, and captivates the Heart; 
With ſweetly undeſigning Air ſhe walks, 
With ever-chearful Modeſty ſhe talks; 
Her Fingers oft are meditating Harms, 
But there's no ſtudy d Miſchief in her Charms: 
Her Charms are pointed by Neglect alone, 
Strange! how ſhe conquers all, yet aims at none. 
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70 Dr. Lynch, on his Excellent 
Sermon preach'd at Tunbridge - Wells 
Aug. 23. 1730. for the Support of the 
Charity Children, where there was a 
great Audience, but little given, confider- 


ing their Fortunes. 
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1 vain you ſhew a happy Nation 
The Goſpel's glorious Diſpenſation, 
And plead from thence, to bring up Youth 
To early Piety and Truth; 

To unattentive Ears you preach, 
Calamities alone can teach. 


—— — «N 
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A neighbouring Iſland boaſts a Flood, 
Famous for petrifying Wood; 

A greater Change, as Story tells, 

Is plainly wrought by Tunbridge-Wells ; 
Their dire Effects both Sexes feel, 

The Waters turn their Hearts to Steel. 


An 


«I 


\ 


TUuxNBRIGIALIA, 1730. 8 


An Epigram. 


0 little given at Chapel-Door, 
Wou'd make one think this People poor; 

Let view them at the Hazard-Table ; 

- You muſt conclude them rich and able. 
Britons ! *tis little for your Glory, 

That ſuch as hand you down in Story, 

| Shou'd of your Wealth their Notions frame, 

Not as you Give, but as you Game. 


B LE AR 


DIANA © 


Brighter Beauty ſhines not in this Iſle, 
Nor in a ſweeter Face the Graces ſmile; 


Fair Venus, that on da won the Prize, | 
While Juno thunder'd, Lightning from your Eyes! 
To You, Her, and Minerva, doom'd to yield, 
, | Were forc'd to quit the Glory of the Field; 


\ 
Were 
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Were you at Tunbridge, leſs our Hearts you'd moye 
Than fairer Spencer, more inſpiring Love. 
Goddeſs of Beauty, you wou'd her believe, 
You Paris muſt to her the Apple give. 

Upon yon Amber Cabinet * ſhou'd be ſeen 
Goddeſs the fourth, Spencer + Fairy Queen. 
When at the Ball ſhe moves, you'd freely own 
Your Ila Jig out-done by her alone: 

In vain three Goddeſſes had danc'd the Hay, 

+ Swift-footed Spencer tripping it away: 
But when on Horſeback ſprightly || Lady Di— 
We meet, (what Pegaſus can ſoar ſo high ?) 


So ſwift ſhe rides, we ſwear, we ſee her fly, 
Diana leaves behind each Goddeſs of the Sky. 


* Ami- Cabinet.) As ſhow'd on the Walks. 


+ Fairy ©ueen.) Not from her Littleneſs, but nimble, and almoſt 
inviſible Moyements. 


+ Swift-foored.) babs za —Achilles was her Grandfather. 


N. B. It has been debated among the ancient and modern Criticks, 
vrhether this was a proper Epithet for Achilles; but acquieſced 
in by both, as not at all derogating from the Character of the 
Hero. 


Sprighely.] Or, if you pleaſe, waſp-waſted. Homer ſomewhere 
alis Venus or Helen waſp - waſted, from her Slenderneſs. 
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On Mrs. Southwell. 


E active Miniſters of Cupid's Court, 

Ye Sons of Muſick, and ye Bards of Sport, 
To artful Numbers tune your Strings of Fame, 

Let every Accent ſound to Southwell's Name; 

Too wond'rous Fair! thy Beauty chides my Song, 
Till Naſh or Brocas join th* applauding 'Throng ; 
The youthful Muſe thus lowly has addreſt, 
Sing Naſh or Brocas, ancient Bards the reſt. 
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St, Peter Miſtaken. 


8 UP ID with Ganymede to play, 
, Had laid his Wings aſide ; 
i And leſt they ſhou'd be ſtoln away, 


Sat on his Darts aſtride. 


| 1. 
For oft the God had to his Coſt, 
(As Prior ſweetly ſings) 
His Quiver, Bow, and Arrows loſt, 
But never loſt his Wings. 
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RJ wy III. 
Miſs Kitty (Love's great Favourite) 
Was there a Stander by ; 


And hit upon a new Conceit, 


Which ſhe reſolv'd to try. g 
IV. 


She oft had heard her Lovers ſigh, 
And praiſe her Angel's Face, 
And raiſe her Beauties to the Sky; 
Where they deſerv'd a Place. 

* 
She would not truſt the flattꝰring Youth 
And gave a careleſs Ear; 


Yet fain at Heaven wou'd know the Truth, 


But how ſhou'd ſhe get there? 
"St 


The Urchin's Wings wou'd fit her Shape, 


And put it to a Tryal ; 
Yet dar'd not ask the waggiſh Ape, 
She fear'd a pert Denial. 


| VII. 
Young Cupid, without 'Thought or Care, 
Oft no Deſign afraid, 
Did not ſuſpect the wily Fair, 
The ſeeming harmleſs Maid. 


VIII. 


II. 
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VIII. 

Whilſt Joke and witty Repartee 
»Twixt him and Gany paſt; 

She ſtole his Wings, and merrily 
To Peter's Gate did haſte. 


DE. 
Arriving ſoon, and rapping hard, 
Like haſty Seraphim; 
St. Peter to his Poſt repair'd, 
To let an Angel in. 
ap 


When Porter Peter ope'd the Door, 


And ſaw her Face and Mien, 
Of Bows and Scrapes he made ſome ſcore, 
Expecting ſhe'd come in. 


XI. 

But pointing to the Earth, the Fair, 
Then laughing, faid aloud, 

I'd rather be ſole Angel there, 
Than one among a Croud. 


CRITICTSM. 
How ! ſays a Brother of the Feather, 
Why ſure the Poet's mad, Sir ; 
Cupid and Peter join'd together, 
By G— tis very bad, Sir, 
J | +3 
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Occaſion d by ſeeing two Subſcri- 
bers wanting to fill up a mo - 
for Addiſon's Works. 


E ever-heedleſs Beaus and Belles, 
Who gayly rove at Tuubridge-Wells, 
With Pockets full, and vacant Looks, 
Raffling for every 'Toy, but Books; 
Shou'd Addiſon's immortal Page 
(The Glory of his Land and Age) 
Want two Subſcriptions to be full? 
The World will dare to ſay you're dull: 
Be wiſe, ſubſcribe your Names in haſte, 
And prove you've One Pretence to Taſte. 
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To be written on the Rocks at 
Tunbridge-Wells. 


: Stranger from Hibernia came, 
Thus ſpoke, but would not write her Name: 
Hither the Britons, void of Care, \ 
(A rich and merry Race) repair ; 
Whilſt I, who feel a diff rent Fate, 
Here ſeek a ſilent, ſad Retreat, 
Where pitying Rocks reward my Lays, 
(Juſt Emblem of the barren Bays.) 
Thus far, when, lo! the God of Wit, 
Who caſt an Eye on what was writ ; 
Mortal ſuſpend thy Cares a-while, 
My Sackville ſoon will bleſs your Ifle, 
No longer talk of barren Bays, 
Remember tis a Dorſet ſways. 
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70 William Conolly Eſq; 


To be written on the Rocks. 


| O longer here indulge thy gen'rous Heart, - 
Now let thy wretched Country claim her Part : - 
Or do you poor Hibernia ſhun, | 


To ſhew Britannia ſhe's out-done ; 

In Glory thus to recompence, 

Her Loſs of ſo much Excellence ? 

If thus, her Honour is your Aim, 
How dearly does ſhe pay for Fame! 


W114 > 


Writ 
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Een 


By an unknown Hand. 


HAT), are our Jviſbmen grown dainty, 
That Fortunes ſtroll about ſo plenty, 


"Theſe mony'd Men are dull, nor prize 

The Glances of a Lady's Eyes ; 

But ours, who have more Wit than Wealth, 
Are bleſt to catch a Ray by ſtealth. 
Ah! wou'd theſe Fortunes thither fly, 
What Numbers at their Feet wou'd die! 
'Then haſten hence, ye prudent Fair, 

You'll meet with Adoration there. 
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ICAO Deere 
E 0000000 JODI IG BOHN 


Upon ſeeing LadyBetty Germain 
do a generous humane Action 
at Tunbridge-Wells. 


Written as by the Perſon relieved. 


I. | | 

HEN Ruin threatned me of late, 

With all its ghaſtly Train ; 

Some Power, in pity to my Fate, F 
Sent generous Germain, 

IL | 1 


Touch'd to the Soul with my Diſtreſs, 
A kind Concern ſhe ſhows ; 
Reaches a Hand, long us'd to bleſs, 

To mitigate my Woes. ' 


III. 

Thrice happy Fair, indulgent Heaven 
To thee was doubly kind; 

To others, Hearts alone are given, 

Thy Fortune ſuits thy Mind. 


in 


To 


Time levels all, the Fair, the Young, the Old. 
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To be written on the Rocks. 


O us, the Fair, the Young, the Old repair, 
Nor find out that themſelves are painted bogs 
The Old, who ſee us mouldering away, 
Shou'd think how Age brings all things to decay : 
The cruel Fair diſdaining to relent, 
In hardneſs we're allow'd to repreſent: _ 
The Young, like us, their lofty Creſts ere, 
And treat the Shrubs below them with Negle& : 
Henceforth this ſacred Truth ſhall here be told, 
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Sent to a Lady with a Looking- 
Glaſs. 


HILE on yourſelf this faithful Glaſs reflects 
All the alluring Graces of the Sex, | 

Let it their Value in your Mem'ry keep, 

Nor make you ſtill to every Fop ſo cheap : 

This Glaſs breath'd on, its Luſtre's ta'en away; 

Blown on by them, your Beauties ſoon decay. 


An Apology for the Clergy, who 
were at Tunbridge- Wells when the 
Minifter read Prayers, and preach d 


twice in one Day. 


OW well the Laymen love to gibe, 
And throw their Jokes on Levi's Tribe! 
Muſt one be tail'd to death, they cry, 

Whilſt other Prieſts are yawning by ? 


Why 
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Why let him toil, he reaps the Gain, 

Muft others waſte their Lungs in vain? 

By thoſe they pay, let 'em be taught, 

One wou'd not ſerve even God for nought. 


| 
4 
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To Miſs Delme. T 


T thy Approach, my quickning Pulſe does own 
Her Motions flow from Delme's Eyes alone; | 
In every Nerve I feel the Lightning move, . , | 
The ſure Fore-runner of approaching Love: 
Welcome, thrice welcome Love, inſpir'd by Thee, 
With Pleaſure I reſign my Liberty. 


1* 
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D Aliter. 
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Aliter. 


A T thy Approach, my Avarice does own 

Her Motions flow from Delme's Purſe alone; 
In every 'Thought thy Fortune I adore, 
The ſure Fore-runner of approaching Store: 
Welcome, thrice welcome, Delme, are thy Charms; 
Whoſe Wealth, not Love, my Liberty diſarms. 


reading the two Poems on 
Miſs Delme. 


HEN Delme 1 impartially ſurvey, 

I ſee her without AﬀeGtation gay; 
Good Senſe, good-humour'd, affable and free, 
Guided by Prudence, and by Modeſty ; 

Genteel, well-ſhap'd, her Eyes a lambent Fire, 
That kindle and perpetuate Deſire : 

No wonder then, ſo many Charms ſhou'd prove 
The Obje& both of Envy and of Love. 


Love's 
J 


e's 


Love's Motive. 


| HEN Delme ſpeaks, her Voice devoid of Art 
With pleaſing Accents wins upon the Heart ; 

When Delme looks, her Senſe with eaſe I ſpy, 

And Reaſon flows in Language from her Eye; 


— — — — Wa — ; „ 


View well her heaving Boſom, and you'll find 

The gentle Movements of the chaſteſt Mind: 

What Power has Wealth compar'd to theſe? O Fool, 
What Power has Wealth to captivate the Soul? 


EN. B. XY XN FN, XV. 
An Epigram. 


"THE Bleſſings which the Tunbridge Springs afford; 
Loſt Charms to Belles, to Age new Life reſtor'd, 
'The Virgin's too long latent Bloom reveal'd, 


The Hypp's black Clouds from gloomy Minds expell'd: 
D 2 Theſe, 
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Theſe, and what other ſweet Reliefs we feel, 

Are Proofs your Waters riſe from Beds of Steel: 
But why (ye Nymphs that o'er the Wells preſide) 
Are their Eſſects to Bards alone deny d? 

For thoſe who Tunbridge Poetry have read, 

Muſt think its Screams impregnated with Lead, 
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The Batchelor's Choice. 


WII. OUT Affectation, Gay, Youthful and 

Pretty, 

Without Pride or Meanneſs, Familiar and Witty; 

Without form Obliging, Good-natur'd and Free, 

Without Art as Lovely as lovely can be. 

She acts what ſhe thinks, and ſhe thinks what ſhe ſays, 

Regardleſs alike both of Cenſure and Praiſe : 

But her Thoughts, and her Words, and her Actions are 
ſuch, 

That none can admire them, or praiſe her too much. 


a 
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5 97 1 5 Is 


A Riddle. 


"THOU Tyrant whom I will not name, 
| Whom Heav'n and Hell alike diſclaim, 

Abhor'd and ſhun'd for wholeſome Ends, 

By Angels, Jeſuits, Brutes, and Fiends ; 

What Terms. to curſe 'Thee ſhall I find, 

Thou Plague peculiar to Mankind ? 

O may my Verſe excel in ſpite 

The wilieſt wittieſt Imps of Night ! 

Then lend me for a while your Rage, 

Ye Maidens old, and Matrons ſage, 

So may my Vein Satyrick ſeem 

As vile and hateful as my Theme, 


— — — 
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Eternal Foe to ſoft Deſire, 
Exciter of forbidden Fires, 
Thou Source of Diſcord, Pain, and Care, 
'Thou ſure Fore-runner of Deſpair, 
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Thou, Scorpion, with a harmleſs Face, 
Thou lawful Scourge of Human Race ; 
Thou Bane of Freedom, Eaſe, and Mirth, 
Thou deep Damnation upon Earth; 
Thou Serpent, whom bleſt Spirits fly, 
Monſter, whom Birds and Beaſts defy ; 
Whom ſubtle Romiſh Prieſts eſchew, 
'And Satan, (let him have his Due) 

Was never ſo confirm'd a Dunce, 

To riſque Perdition more than once: 
That Wretch, (if ſuch a Wretch there be) 
Who hopes for Happineſs in thee; 

With vain Purſuit, may ſearch as well 
For Truth in Whores, or Eaſe in Hell. 
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On the Dutcheſs of M——gh's 
Tears for her Dog. 


Ws 
HILE meaner Eyes no Grief confeſs, | 

When they the ſacred Shower reveal ; | 
But wonder at the ſoft Diſtreſs, 


Their Souls were never form'd to feel : | 


II. 
I read their myſtick Meaning plain, 
And thro' the bright Diſorder vier 
What Excellence diſtinguiſh'd him, 
Who merited Regard from you. 


III. 


For ſurely perfect muſt he be, 

The kindeſt, gentleſt thing on Earth; 
With various Charms, unknown to me, 

Who ne'er till now diſcern'd his Worth. 
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IV. 


Without lac d Coat, or formal Show, 


(Like A578 Friend) he ATE To A 
A truer Wit, a brighter Beau, 
Than proudex things, that flutter here. 


V. 


Moſt happy Animal! who late 
In ſuch a Heart deſerv'd a Share; 


Who wou'd not glory in thy Fate, 


To move ſuch dear Compaſſion there? 


In 
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In Anſwer to a Lampoon on ſe 
veral Ladies of Quality. 


HILS T ſome unfairly club their Wit, 
'T” abuſe a Dutcheſs or a Citt; 
Attack Religion, Phyſick, Law, 
And hope to keep the Walks in awe ; 
Miſtaking Oaths and Ribaldry, 
For what it's never like to be : 
Who beat their Brains from Morn till Noon, 
Then dub their Nonſenſe—— a Lampoon: 
Whilſt ſuch employ their common Skill, 
Only to uſe their Neighbours ill; 
Our Muſe (more tender) rather chuſes 
To deal in Praiſes, than Abuſes; 
Not that we mean all Faults to hide, 
But rather to lament than chide, 


E, for Beauty, foremoſt ſtands, 
Whoſe every Feature recommends ; 
What pity tis ſo fine a Face, 
Shou'd want th advantage of a Grace? 
1 3 1 An 
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An Air, a Carriage, a Decorum, | 

The Fair ſhou'd always have before em 
2 Complexion, cool and fair, 


Yer ſhe, alas! muſt fall a Prey 
To potent Love's reſiſtleſs Sway; 
Unleſs this lucky Parting prove 


A Cure, ſucceſsful of her Love. 


Facetious Roberts, young and gay, 
Artleſsly ſteals our Hearts away; 
Mirth join'd with 'Truth and Innocence, 
Will always pleaſe the Men of Senſe: 
Let Prudes then cenſure, Coxcombs rail, 


Roberts, this Method cannot fail. 


King ſcourt, thy Countenance ſerene, 
And grave Deportment at Fifteen, 
Proclaim thy Prudence, and encreaſe 
Thoſe Charms, which croud to form thy Fo 2 
But Conſciouſneſs of Beauty, ſpoils 
Kind Nature's moſt ſucceſsful Toils. 


Jackſon, genteel in every Dreſs, 


By Manners ſoft, and ſweet Addreſs, 


Makes each Beholder's Heart her own, 
Yet ſeems to think ſh* has wounded none; 


Wou'd made one think ſhe ſcarce cou'd err; 


Her 
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Her native Charms by this encreaſing, 

Where; e er ſhe comes, ſhe's ſure of pleaſing, 
Thy Beauty, Howard, and modeſt Grace, 

Keep with each other equal Pace ; 

The firſt with ardent Love inſpires, - 

The latter checks all fond Deſires : 

Oh! may thy Beauty firm remain, 

Thy Virtue can admit no Stain! ii 


But were I yet to celebrate 
The Herrings, Cox, or Lady Kate; 
5 With twenty others I cou d mention, 
(Each worthy any Man's Attention;) 
I foon ſhou'd make my Verſe too long, 
And tire my Friend to grace my Song : 
Herein I only give a Sample, 
Let others follow this Example; 
And where they can ſay nothing well, 
Let them, at leaſt, forbear to rail. 
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On a Lady who was at Tun- 
bridge-Wells Chapel, Auguſt 23. 1730. 
being Sunday in the Afternoon, in white 
Sattin, held her Fan before her Face al- 
moſt all the Service, afterwards retir 4. 
and is wholly unknown, 


I. 
* OSME L 14 firſt was ſeen at Prayers, 
Clad in white Robes of Innocence ; 
And look'd as if ſhe dropt from Heav'n, 
To be the Godgeſs of the Place. 


IT. 
But ſoon, in pity to Mankind, 
And Duty to the Powers above, 
She veil'd her fair Celeſtial Face, 
Leſt Adoration ſhou'd be paid, 


m. 
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ay. 
And then ſhe kindly diſappear'd, 
(In vain we ask what Angel t was; : 
Her Charms divine had elſe deſiroy'd 
One Sex with Hate, and one with Love. 


IV, 
Thus Phebus ſhines, and then retires, 
Leaſt conſtant Flames ſhou'd burn ut up: 
And Cynthia hides herſelf in Chuds, 
A That lirtle Stars may brighter blaze, 


m. 
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On a Lady who was at Tun- 
bridge -Wells Chapel, Auguſt 23. 1730. 
being Sunday in the Afternoon, in white 
Sattin, held her Fan before her Face al- 


moſt all the Service, afterwards retir 4. 
and is wholly unknown, 


I. 
* OSME L14 firſt was ſeen at Prayers, 
Clad in white Robes of Innocence ; 
And look'd as if ſhe dropt from Heav'n, 
To be the Geddes of the Place. 


II. 
But ſoon, in pity to Mankind, - 
And Duty to the Powers above, 
She veil'd her fair Celeſtial Face, 
Leſt Adoration ſhou'd be paid, 


ur. 
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III. 
And then ſhe kindly diſappear d, 
(In vain we ask what Angel t was;) 
Her Charms divine had elſe daſtroy d 
One Sex with Hate, and one with Love. 


IV, 
"Thus Phebus ſhines, and then retires, 
Leaſt conſtant Flames ſhou'd burn ws up: 
And Cthia hides herſelf in Chuds, 
That little Stars may brighter blaze. 
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On Mi mm 


| S diff*rent Beauties diff rent Swains controul, 
A There's none fo perſect, as t engage che whole: N 
Nature has long attempted to improve, 
And form one Nymph for all Mankind to love; 
Let can't compleat what ſhe deſign d t ha given, 
Without the Help of all- aſſiſting Heaven. 
Venus conſented to compoſe the Fair, 
Pallas gave Wiſdom to confirm her Care, 
Juno beſtow d Magnificence, and ſprightly Air. 
And now, with Conſternation, and Surprize, 
Behold their Image, Beauteous, Great, and Wiſe. 
Unenvy' d Venus ſees herſelf out- done, 
Her Wit and Greatneſs, Juno and Pallas un; 
At Tunbridge now our glowing Hearts ſhe fires, 
And blooming Roberts all Mankind admires, 


On 
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IG ee 
On a young Lady, who dropt her 
Apron at the Ball, ſuppas'd to be ner e 
with Fig- Leaves. 


HIL E che White Joke ſhe danc 'd, 
Fair Chloe warm'd ; 
Her Fig-Leaf Apron dropt, 
O how ſhe charm's! 


S eee eee ICC y 
Folototolo to foto oe ooo Fee To Foo Fe boPoPop Al 
CC OO A Re On . 


The Tunbrid ge Poets; or, ; 
Apollo Diſappointed. 


AS'T Poſt from Heaven brings the Reaſon, 
Why Tunbridge was ſo full this Seaſon : 

They write from thence, the Wife of Jove, 
And ever-ſmiling Queen of Love, 
Follow'd by Cupid, and the Graces, 
Were there, and put on Britiſh Faces ; 
Diana, like Eliza, came, 
And Harriot was Minerva's Name: 
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'The Courier paſs'd by Helicon, 

And heard Apollo too Was gone; 

There he enquir'd, and cou'd not find, 
But all the Muſes ſtaid behind, | 
The God of Verſe did now expect 
From heavenly Beauty this Effect, 
Some Bards inſpir'd, to raiſe on high, 


And crown with Immortality. 


Vain were his Hopes, and vain their Toil, 
Their Fancy barren, like the Soil: 

Many there were that had Ill· nature, 

But wanted Wit to write a Satire; 
Others, as ready to commend, | 

But cou'd not make one Muſe their Friend : 
Theſe praiſing, give Offence ; and thoſe 
"Themſelves, and not the Nymphs expoſe. 
They writ, and writ in Nature's ſpight, 
And made Apollo laugh out-right : 

Each Poet prov'd himſelf an Aſs, 

Which ſerv'd to make the Waters paſs. 


| 
] 
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See 
A Petition to Cupid. 


ELEASE me, God of Love, from am'rous Cares; 
Alas! how ill they ſuit with ſerious Years 3 

Withdraw thy Arrows, and my Chains remove; 

Let me not ſuffer Shame, as well as Love. 

The World, an Emblem of the cruel Dame, 

Sports with my Wounds, and ridicules my Flame. 

With double Juſtice I my Fate deplore, 

Oh! Cupid ſpare at laſt, and ſtrike no more. 


Miſtaken Wretch ! the potent God reply'd, 
Count not Captivity thy Shame, bur Pride : 
Wich utmoſt Gratitude my Pow't allow, 

For I prefer d thee, when I made thee bow. 
Had vulgar Beauty thus ſubdu'd thy Heart, 
Diſgrace might well attend th' inglorious Dart. 
But thou rt Lucinda's Slave, then hug thy Pains, 
Know, the Reproachi is, not to wear her Chains. 


63 Wb 
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On a Gentleman. 
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A walk'd in Waſtecoat of Brocade, 
Chloe, a tawdry fancy'd Maid, 
Cry'd, Oh yonder Swain's a Charmer 
But half dead with Fear, 
When, as he came near, 
She found it was a Hog in Armour. 
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The Tunbridge Medley. 


I. 
HE Helicon Spring, 
That made Poets to ling, 
To our Tunbridge-Mells muſt ſubmit; 
For more Poets here, 
In one Seaſon appear, 


Than ever that Spring produc'd yet. 
II. 
\ 
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II. 
And the Reaſon is plain, 


For a numerous Train 
Always follow where Ladies reſort; 
And there were but nine, 
And thoſe not very fine, 
For all the young Fellows to courr, 


III. 


But the Muſes or Belles, 
That reſort to our Wells, 
Are twenty to their one at leaſt; 
I may venture to ſay, 
As handſome as they, 
And, without Diſpute, equally chaſte, 


IV. 


Sure all theſe muſt inſpire 
Poetical Fire, 
Whilſt each Bard his Fancy may y follow ; ; 
And then to preſide, 
And as Judge to decide, 
We have Naſh in the place of Apollo. 


F 2 
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V. 


Hence Heroicks and Songs, 
Come rattling in Throngs, 
But in this like our Waters they are ; 
Near the Spring they pleaſe belt, 
But loſe all Strength and Taſte, 
Tf kept or tranſported too far. 


VI. - 
The Mathematical Bard 
With Terms that are hard, 
I far tis with waggiſh Intent all, 
Invites you with Verſes 
To come to his Courſes 
Of Philoſophy Experimental. 


VII. 
But with Friction, Attraction, 
Action, Re- action; 
Though to pleaſe you he undertakes; 
Yer, Ladies, take care, 


And be not too near 
Whilſt his Operation he makes. 


3 | VIII 
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VIII. 


By a Poem on thee, 
Fair Evw—s, I ſee, 

You inſpire ev'ry Heart with a Paſſion ; 
With the Force of your Charms, 
Yet we fear the moſt Harms 


When your Fingers are in Meditation, 


IX. 
Here the Criticks ſevere 
Are pretending to ſnear, 
And from Criticks no Places are free; 
They ſay with the Pate 
We alone meditate, 
But Thoughtleſs the Fingers muſt be. 


X. 


But the Criticks, no doubt, 
In their Cenſure are out, 
Which the Poet himſelf makes apparent: 
For the Fingers that wrote, | 
Made the Poem, J wot, | 
And the Head had no manner of ſhare in'*; 
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At the very few Penoe, 
Collected at Chapel- Door; 

And very juſt is in blaming 

All thoſe that love Gaming, 
And never remember the Poor. 


XII. 


Such a Satire as this 
» I think not amiſs, 
And plainly his Cenſures ſo free, 
On thoſe that are flow 
In giving, do ſhew, 
The Author a Poet muſt be: 


XIII. 
But who don't admire 
The Fancy and Fire, 
The Fire of that Poet, I mean, 
That makes Lady D. 
On Horſeback to fly, | 
And trip like a Fairy unſeen ? 
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Then here's one takes Offence, 


XIV. 


b 
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XIV. 


Nay, makes her take place, 
Tho" of mortal Race, 

Of the Three that on 1da contended ; 
Nor fears Lightning that flies, 
From the thundering Eyes 

Of Goddeſſes, when they're offended. 


XV. 


But to Flights ſo ſublime, 

He adds Notes without Rhime, 

For which he is to be commended ; 
And I wiſh he had made more, 
For his Meaning, I'm ſure, 

Is full hard to be comprehended. 


XVI. 


Then the Bard that eſſays 
Southwell's Beauty to praiſe, 
For fear ſhe ſhou'd think him too raſh, 
Sings five or ſix Lines, 
Then the Labour declines, 
And the reſt leaves to Brocas and Naſh, 


39 
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XVIL 
But this Eſſay of thine, 
Modeſt Youth, is ſo fine, 
There is hopes we hereafter may ſee ; 
When plenty of Days 
Have ripen'd thy Lays, 


A Naſb and a Brocas in thee. 


XVIII 


But ye Bards that delight, 
Profanely to write, | 
And are wicked that you may ſeem witty; 
Jeſt at ſerious things, 
And ſend on Cupid's Wings, 
As an Angel to Heav'n, Miſs Kitty. 


XIX. 


If it ſhou'd be your Fate. 
To come to Hell's Gate, 


| You'll have no Scrapes and Bows beſtow'd on ye; 


But Satan, I ſear, 
When e'er you come there, 
Will receive you without Ceremony, 


XX, 
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| XX. 
Here's one more, and I've done, 
Blames the Fondneſs that's ſhewn 
At the Wells for Nick-Nacks and Light Things, 
Wilſt among ſuch a Tribe, ö 
There's ſo few to ſubſcribe, 
Io a raffle for Addiſon's Writings. 


— -" 
The Reproof, it is true, 
Is to Beau's and Belles due; hl 


But why ſhou'd a Wonder be made, | 
That ſuch Authors as he, 


Neglected ſhould be, 
Where ſuch Verſes as ours are read? 
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On the Water Poets of Tun- 


bridge omitting Lady Mary 8 


in their Lucubrations. 


I. 


HAT ſtrange unmeaning paltry Traſh, 
Are this Year's Tunbridge Lays ! 
They're ſcurrilous, where they'd laſh, 
And fulſome where they'd praiſe. 


1. 
In this the Poets ſhew ſome Wit, 
To let Carmichael *ſcape ; 


For ſuch poor Rhimers ne'er can hit 
Her Face, her Air, her Shape. 


III. 


That Task for Pope (imperial Bard) 
Alone kind Heaven reſerves; 

And Pope himſelf wou'd find it hard, 
To ſing as ſhe deſerves. 
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13 


On a Lady's leaving Tunbridge. 


8 18 H all ye Wits, ye Muſes mourn, 
For lovely Sapho's fled and gone; 
In dying Notes her Praiſe rehearſe, 
Sapho, the Subject of all Verſe : 

From her Eyes came ſuch killing Fire, 
That taught the am'rous Youth Deſire. 
Envy of Nymphs, and Joy of Swains, 
Quickly return, and ſooth our Pains; 
Leſt by the abſence of your Eyes, 

The wretched World deſiring dies, 
Then ſigh ye Wits, ye Muſes mourn, 
For lovely Sapho's fled and gone. 
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A Riddle. 
Have not to boaſt of much Humour or Wit, 

For the thing I am priz'd for, is ohiefly a Slit: 
I am black at the Bottom, but if you look higher, 
I am as white and as ſmooth as a Man can deſire. . 
To the Love of ſoft Paſſion I often give Eaſe, 2 447 
When they riggle me up and down juſt as they pleaſe, 
'The King, Lords, and Commons, and Biſhops to. boot, 
All handle me briskly when e'er they come to t: 
'Tho? at firſt I perhaps for one's Uſe was made, 
Yet if others wou'd try me they d find me no Jade; 


I make a great Figure throughout the whole Nation, 
And give all your Hearts, in their turns, Palpitation. 


A PEN. 


' 


0 J needs muſt confeſs that I lov* d her, 
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HAT tho I'm by Chbe neglected, 
I never ſhall die of Deſpair; 
What though I'm by 'Chke rejected. 
I can find another as fair, | 


II. 
I can find another as lovely, 
And full as lovely as ſhe; - 
Wich this Addition of charming, 
That as ſhe is handſome ſhe's free. 


| m. 
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Though not with a Paſſion ſo blind, * 
To think ſhe had not her Equal 


Awopgſt ali the reſt of her Kind, 


IV, 
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eee 
= Riddle. | 


Have not to boaſt of much Humour or Wit, 

For the thing I am priz'd for, is chiefly a Slit:: 
I am black at the Bottom, but if you look higher, 
I am as white and as ſmooth as a Man can deſire. 
To the Love of ſoft Paſſion I often give Eaſe, 
When they riggle me up and down juſt as 52 plenſe,. 
'The King, Lords, and Commons, and Biſhops to boot, 
All handle me briskly when e'er they come to t: | 
Tho at firſt I perhaps for one's Uſe was made, 
Yet if others wou'd try me they d find me no Jade; 
I make a great Figure throughout the whole Nation, 
And give all your Hearts, in their turns, Palpitation. 


—_— 


A PEN, 
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A SONG. 
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HAT cho I'm by che neglected, 
I derer mall die of Deſpair ; | 
What though I'm by 'Chke rejeted,  ) 
I can find another as fair, 


II, 
I can find another as lovely, 
And full as lovely as ſhe; - = 
With this Addition of charming, Y 
That as ſhe is handſome ſhe's free. 


2 m. 
5 1 needs muſt confeſs that I lov 4 her, 
Though not with a Paſſion ſo blind, 


o think ſhe had not her Equal 
Amoygſt all the reſt of her Kind, 
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IV. 


She values her Blood and Condition, 
But yer I wou'd have her to know, 10 

That Nature makes no Diſtinction, 
Between the high Blood and the low. 


* 
All you that love a fair Woman, 
Pray take your Example from Jove, - 
Who when the whole God was negle&ed, 
By his Gold ſucceeded in Love, 


VI. 
If rich, though ugly and filly, 
Yet you have a thouſand Charms, 
'The Fair, though never ſo witty, 
Will willingly fly ro your Arms, 


VII. 

Then you that are Slaves to blind Cupid, 
By this I would have you to know, 
If you truſt to your Merit, you're ſtupid, 
He has not ſuch a Shaft to his Bow, 


VIIL 
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VIII. 


Woman's Love is all Whim and Fancy, 
A Solitaire, or a Toupee, 

Charms more than your Wit or Humour : 
Then who will may take em for me. 
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On Miſs H - - - d. 


HEN Tunbridge plealane Walks, and wholeſome 
Waters, { 

Shall purge itſelf of Fools, Buſſoons, and Sarires ; 

When Folly, Pride, and vile Impertinence, 

The groſſeſt Dregs of Man, are carried hence; 

When bully Officers forſake their Sin, 

Their Pride without, and Poverty within; 

When ſharping Gameſters ſhall abhor a Curſe, 

Nor ſtake light Conſcience to an heavy Purſe ; 

When filly Beaus ſhan't practiſe apiſh Airs; 

Nor Debauchees prefer the Walks to Prayers; 

When Citizens to Tunbridge-Wells ſhall come, 

Clog'd with their Wives, nor wear their Frailties home ; 

I When 
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When haughty Prieſts ſhall leave Hypocriſy, 
Nor love che Sin, unſeen by Mortal Eye; 
When Woman ſhan't be flatter d by the Glass, 
Nor love the Nonſenſe of each foppiſh Aſs ; 
When theſe Impoſſibiſities ſhall come, 

And Presbyterians love the Church of Rome; 
Then Men ſhall ceaſe bright H——4 to adore, 


And yield to Love and Beauty's Charms no more: 


Then other Nymphs ſhall equal Beauties boaſt, 
Nor Cupid reign, nor H d be the Toaſt. 
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A Paſtoral. 


I. 5 


O N thy fair Banks, O Medway ! long, 
| A Youth his Sheep had fed, 
On thy fair Banks, his future Care, 
The tender Lambkins ſiray'd ; 
Happy had Fate detain'd at home 
The ſimple Youth, too fond to roam. 


| 


Happy alas! till curious late, 
He liſten'd to the Tale, 
Near Tunbridge ſalutary Springs, 
What Beauties grace the Vale ; 
Beauties that make the barren Soil 
And craggy Rocks of Tunbridge ſmile. 


i 

He came, and Celia's dangerous Charms 
Perus'd with eager Gaze, 

So round a Torch's glimmering Light, 


+, 'Th' admiring Inſect plays: 
H Like 
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Like that he gaz'd, and in his turn, 
So ſaw it ſhine, and felt it burn. 


IV. 


Th' unhappy Youth by Love undone, 
By late Experience found, 

That Celia's Scorn deny*dYhe Cure, 
Whoſe Eyes had given the Wound; 

Helpleſs and hopeleſs pine'd away, 

In "Tears by Night, and Sighs by Day. 


V. 


By Collins Fate be warn'd to view 

The Fair with cautious Eyes, 
This Place is Cupid's Empire Seat, 

And who can ſhun Surprize ; 
Where few can hope, and all muſt fear, 
Where King ſiey, Mead, and Byrd appear? 
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V. 
* EVE 


An Anſwer ie the Tale of 
Collin and Celia, 


I. 


E all agree, that Co/lin's Fate 
Was hardly to be borne; _ 
But Czlia's Treachery was great, 
| Who firſt th Amour begun; 
No wonder Collin lent an Ear, 
When thus accoſted by the Fair. 
C 
4 hy 
Tho when her Vict'ry ſhe perceiv'd, 
I be cruel Celia fled, 
Whilſt Collin, as became him, griev'd, 
And pining hung his Head; 
Let not the amorous Youth deſpair, 
He'll meet with ne'er a Celia here. 


Hz | . 
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III. 


No, Xingſiey, Mead, and Byrd, from you 
| We promiſe kinder things; 
You'll give the ſighing Swain his due, 
Or better than he brings : 
Nor let him hopeleſs pine away, 
In Tears by Night, and#Sighs by Day, 


IV. 


Falſe then the Poet's lond Alarm, 
And vain the Lover's Fears, 
From theſe he ne'er ſhall ſuffer harm, 
Nor need t'employ his Tears; 
The willing Maid here fondly grants 

All that he wiſhes, all he wants. 
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A SONG, 


To the Tune of, King John and the Abbot | 
of Canterbury. 


HO has e'er been at Tunbridge muſt needs know 
the Wits, 
From Cauſes unknown are oft troubled with Fits, 
Of ſcribbling in Rhimes without Meaning, whole Quires, 
Love, Hatred, Diſdain, cold Froſts, and hot Fires. 
Derry down. 


The Infection of late the whole Walks has o'er-ſpread, 

Many Lines have been written, but few have been read ; 

Then, Reader, for Patience I make my Requeſt, 

While a Stranger aſpires to be dull as the reſt, 
| l Derry downs 


Are your Subjects ſo barren, ye Tuners of Metre ? 

Can Mead or can Kingſley inſpire ye no better ? 

Can't Venus the Second deſerve a good Line ? 

Tis in vain to pretend that you're dull by Deſign. 
| I Derry down, 


But 
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But e'er we go farther, tis fit we explain, 

(To prevent a falſe Turn) whom by Venus we mean; 
But the Reader will gueſs e er I mention a Word, 

As Venus is faireſt, the faireſt is Byrd. 


Derry down, 


On old Chærilus Terms did you publiſh your Traſh, 
Each good Line a Guinea, each bad one a Laſh; 
The Reward each fair Judge would determine upon ye, 
Wou'd be many a Stripe, ne'er a Penny of Money. 

| Derry down. 


Forbear then your toothleſs Lampoons to indite, 
Or offenſive, tho* ſmooth Panegyricks to write: 
On a ſoft Head oft worn is a lac'd Hat and Feather; 
Wit and Fortune, ye Wealthy, come ſeldom together. 
| Derry down. 


TuNnBRIGIALIA, 1730. 


' On Miſs Mead. 


OU'D but her Father's ſalutary Art, 
Which gives to Patients kind Relief, 
But eaſe of Love the raging Smart, 
Orr cure the Lover's amorous Grief ; 


How many then, ſecure from Harm, 
Her Eyes ſecurely give, 

Wou'd gaze on every perfe& Charm, 
And viewing of them live! 


But Ovid-like, too well I know, 
When wounded by her Eyes, 

No Medicine can cure the Blow, 
Who's ſtruck moſt ſurely dies: 


+ 
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esse 


To a Gentleman who diſliked a 
Lady becauſe ſbe had Yellow | 
Hair. Spe © 


* 


of 


E ASE, I conjure thee, lifeleſs Swain, 
To judge of Woman more, 
if B—1/! ſmiles, and ſmiles in vain, 
Thou'rt dead to Beauty's Pow'r. 


Cupid, a ſubtle God, delights 
By various Means to charm ; 

The Black, the Brown, oft Love excites, 
The Fair will always warm. 


When firſt Aurora o'er the Fields, 
Reſtores the Dawn of Day, 
Like B—1}, golden Beams ſhe yields, 


And makes all Nature gay- 


And when the Sun in half his Courſe, 
Views all the World's Deſigns; 

The dazzling Maid, with equal Force, 
In her Meridian ſhines. 
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When yellow Harveſts crown the Tear, 

And chear the lab'ring Swain, . 
Like Ceres does the Nymph appear, 

And ſuch her gaudy Train. 


Jove long for Dana? nurs'd a Flame, 
Long was his Suit delay'd, 

Till in a yellow Show'r he came, 
And gain'd the lovely Maid. 


Then ceaſe, I charge thee, lifeleſs Swain, 
To judge of Woman more, 

If 3— 1 ſmiles, and ſmiles in vain, 

'Thou'rt dead to Beauty's Pow'r. 
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A Song by a Lady, on Chloe's 
Drinking the Waters. 


She drinks, ſhe drinks, &c. See the Treatiſe 
on the Profound. 


N Pindar's Top, our Bards of old, 
Did drink, and ſing ſo free; 
"T was Helicon made them ſo bold, 
And Tunbridge works on me, 


I Ye 
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Ye Nymphs, who quaff the brimming Glaſs, | 


- Approve my humble Praiſe ; 
O!] may the Waters gently paſs, 
And murmur to my Lays. 


Mark how their ſtony Bed they leave, 
And ſparkle while I ſing: - 

From Che's Touch they Pride receive, 
And ſcorn their native Spring. 


See Che like a Maiden ſtands ; 

What Muſick ſtrikes my Ear! 

What guſhing River ſweeps the Sands ! 
How ſwift ! how ſtrong ! how clear 


A Goddeſs from an Ocean ſprung, 
In Poet's Song moſt odd is; b 

Here, with more Juſtice, may be ſung, 

An Ocean from a Goddeſs. 


With Joy, ye Waters, while ye glide, 
To neighbouring Rivers tell, 

How Venus pour'd your ample Tide 
From her capacious Shell. 


Henceforth the Thames himſelf ſhall ſhrink, 
At your more honour'd Stream ; l 

What once has been Fair Chlbe's Drink, 
Shall be the Muſes Theme. 


The 


You both from needful Something are debar'd : 


— 
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The Brook that firſt but meanly flows, 
A noble Stream does turn, 

Whene'er the Poet's Fancy ſheys 
The Goddeſs and her Urn, 


On a Ladys Lap-Dog. 


H ! pretty Fav'rite vert thou bleſs'd with Senſe, 
Thy Rival, Man, muſt yield Preheminence ; 

Cou'dſt thou but know the Merit of her Charms, 

What Envy wou'd attend thee in ſuch Arms? 

But as it is your Fate to be alike, tis hard 


There's melancholly Want in either Caſe; 
Thou lack'ſt his Reaſon, and he lacks thy Place. 
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A SONG. 


I. 


B' Gaming ne er ſtrive to amuſe ye, 
| Puffs, Setters, and Fops, 
In Swarms thick as Hops, 


Confederates are to abuſe ye. 


: II. | 
See Cowards and counterfeit Cockades, 
| They who merit the Gallows, 


Set up for fine Fellows, 
When, in fact, they're but Raſcals and Blockheads, 


III. 


They're a Match for your Peachums and Lockets, 
| With an apiſh Grimace, 

| 'They will ſtare in your Face, 

All the while they are picking your Pockets. - 


. 


— 
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Aſſiſt my Mufe, where now ambitious Lays, 


Conquers where-c'er ſhe comes, but rules with gentle 


A Wife ſo good, ſo affable a Friend? 
But R—k's fair Features chid my ling'ring Pace, 
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; 2A Panegyrick on the Ladies. 


O the great God of Love I make my Prayer, 
Thou Power Divine, and Champion for the Fair 


1 


Wou' d gladly ſoar to thy bright Vot'ries Praiſe: 
To charming N- Tribute let me pay, 
Who not too grave, nor indiſcreetly gay, 


Sway. 
Next S] us claims a Title to my Strains, 
Thoꝰ abſent ſhe, her Memory ſure remains: 
Such mild Behaviour, and becoming Smiles, 
The Heart, howe'er ſo fortify'd, beguiles. 
What Words can be ſufficient to commend, 


g 


And ſtraight demand due Homage to her Face; 

For Nature's richeſt Gifts her Perſon grace, 

So lovely B too, exceeding fair, 

Has moſt undoubted Right my Praiſe to ſhare, 

Then Innocence and winning Softneſs fire 

Ten thouſand Hearts, who & Charms admire ; 4 
| K 
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And all Perſections center in her Preaſt, 

But ſhe, in Dancing, far excels the reſt: 
Tho' one, whoſe Infant Beams yet bright appear, 
Promiſe a Mr to ſome future Year. 

Now At—:'s Conduct prompts my eager Verſe, 
Her Praiſe my willing Pen wou'd fain rehearſe ; 
The Lovely She excites refin'd Deſire, 

"Tis needful but to know her, and admire. 

Who dares to gaze on L-—t's powerful Eyes, 
Or Ja—v's Features, muſt fall a Sacrifice. 

Shall L—— lier, whoſe Form may doubtleſs vie 
With any Female's, paſs unheeded by? 

But whilſt theſe Beauteous Fair.my Pen employs, 
Fhear the Eccho of ſweet /=——g}'s Voice; 
Her warbling Throat proclaims her powerful Might, 
And ſhe the Syren is, who ſtops my Flight, 


